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Author's Notes: 

| seem to be the only one on this page invested in this ship, but that will not stop me! Anyway, | purposely left 
out words in Kiko's speech, cause he does that IRL too, and the Portuguese | used is taken off of Google 
Translate so if anything doesn't add up, that's why. The little dictionary is below :) 

I'm hoping you guys enjoy it, | went for chaste PWP which is always nice, do review please and lemme know! :) 
Meu lindo Ruivo-My beautiful Redhead 

Obrigado- Thank you 


Caralho-Fuck/shit 


Você é gostoso-You're hot/sexy 


Você é tão apertado-You're so tight 
Eu vou-l will/I'm gonna 


Eu te amo-l love you 


Dave pouted, arms folded defiantly across his chest as he glared out the bus window. The prognosis had said 
itd be cloudy with a chance for sun, but the rain beating down as they drove on towards the festival spot 
said otherwise. It wasn't that he hated performing in the rain, he loved any performance as long as the stage 
was properly set and the fans were responsive and happy. He just happened to love rainstorms on stage a little 
bit less than sunshine. Sighing heavily, he glared at the dark skies overhead, as if that would somehow make it 
brighten up. However, the heavy black clouds hovered ominously above, almost as if threatening to build up a 
thunderstorm in its wake. 


The redhead was still glaring daggers out the window when Kiko entered the room. The brunette put his hands 
on his hips, admiring the older man with a small smile on his lips. He couldn't deny that Dave looked quite 
adorable with the grumpy, near childish pout on his plump lips. He knew Dave could no doubt sense his 
presence as he strode up behind him, arms larking around his waist to pull him close as he rested his chin 
against Dave's shoulder. He too proceeded to stare at the rainfall splattering the pane. He still hadn't said a 
word, but he enjoyed the way Dave melted into him; leant back against his chest for support. Kiko nuzzled his 
nose against the soft mane of red curls; breathing in the scent of corn chips, cologne and last night's 


sexcapades still remaining. 


‘| hate this shit’ grumbled the redhead in annoyance, his hazel eyes glancing briefly at his lover before they 


turned back to their previous occupation. 


‘| noticed, Kiko nodded, accepting the way the older man's fiery temper would somehow make for easy 


distractions. He himself would often behave similarly. 


‘| mean, like, rain's fine and shit, but not on stage. | don't wanna get fuckin’ electrocuted by my own damn 


guitar, Dave went on, obviously diving straight into a rant now that he had been encouraged. 
‘Mhm: 


‘Plus, it fucks with my hair, it's already fucking thin as it is. | aint need fucking rain to make it look piss poor 
while l'm on stage in front of all these goddamn fans. Like | want them talking ‘bout it afterwards." 


‘Yeah: 


‘Then there's the slippery goddamn stage floor, like, | might fall and break my fucking leg, how's that gonna 
look? Me on crutches, who the fuck am |? | don't do that, hopping ‘round like I'm one hundred fucking years old 


or some stupid shit. Fuck this, now | gotta worry ‘bout all this goddamn shit! I'm gonna have to wear different 
shoes, too. The soles | have are a nightmare in the rain, fuck, | fell over at home last year! | thought I'd 


broken my knee, ain't no way I'm going through that bullshit again Not on fucking tour! 


Kiko kept holding onto Dave, only listening with half an ear. He was too busy staring at the redhead's reflection 
through the windowpane to be bothered; the fierce hazel eyes, the cute reddish tip of Dave's nose, the wild 
curls falling in soft waves over his forehead, the full cherry coloured lips. The pale skin, even the light freckles 
adorning the bridge of aforementioned nose were visible in the dim light of the bunk room. About an hour 
from now, they'd be backstage at the festival area, waiting for their turn to walk on stage. Watching the 
bands performing before them, sharing opinions of said performances. Him and Dave usually found themselves 
liking or disliking the same artists. Perhaps, there'd be a hand on his thigh underneath the table when they 
grabbed a bite of food. Perhaps, there'd be a chaste kiss to his cheek before they entered stage. It made Kiko 
grin in delight, holding Dave just a little bit tighter to his chest. He knew just the way to take Dave's current 
frustration off his mind. 


‘You know what, Dave..? | think you have some pent up energy left, | thought | took it out last night, but must 
have been wrong.’ the brunette mused, lips so close to Dave's ear that the older man must have felt his 


breath ghost past the lobe. 
Dave visibly rolled his eyes. 


‘Not now, | ain't up for it. | need the fucking energy on stage tonight, case you forgot we're going on in about 
four hours: 


‘There's plenty time to recover, Kiko shot back, his deep voice still amused as one hand dropped just a couple 
of inches to rub its palm over Dave's stomach through the layer of a rather baggy, hooded black Megadeth 
sweatshirt. 


Dave's large hand landed on top of it, holding it firmly in place and stilling its questing movements. 


‘For you maybe, you're a fuckin’ baby compared to me. You do realize old people need a bit more time to 


gather their wits back up, right? 


Now it was Kiko's turn to roll his eyes, excuses didn't suit him well. Especially since it wasn't even a week ago 
that Dave had pounced on him as soon as they got off stage and out of sight, which had led to a three romp 
marathon session at his hotel room suite later. He doubted that the redhead would be in any worse condition 


after one round set pre showtime. 
Nudging the wild strawberry blonde locks aside, Kiko nuzzled his nose tenderly against the exposed side of 
Dave's neck. He felt the tendons of the pale column tense up under his touch; the frontman's expression 


changing if only for a fleeting second. 


‘You weren't too old the other night, Dave... the Brazilian purred, Dave's hold on his hand growing loose and he 


went back to sweeping it in circular motions. 


‘That night, we weren't going nowhere, stated the redhead, but from the shaky note towards the end, Kiko 


knew he wouldn't be difficult to convince. 


‘We did it last night too, before dinner. And after. You're making excuses now, | think,' Kiko pointed out, a small 
chuckle allowing his playfulness to bleed through. His lips were pressing chaste kisses to his lover's exposed 


jugular. 


Big, chocolate brown eyes watched intently through the reflection as the redhead's hazel ones fluttered 
momentarily shut, his lips parting soundlessly at the intrusive sensual touches. The neck area was one of 
Dave's weaker zones, leaving him vulnerable and easy to persuade. Which was exactly what Kiko had been 
aiming for. Feeling the change in the frontman's posture, he knew he was already winning the game. He was 


going to get exactly what he was aiming for; a happy and sated Dave. 


‘Fine, okay, so, you did a number on me. l'm sore as fuck, | doubt I'd last another session without, you know, 


tearing." Trailing off on the last word, Dave moaned softly when sharp teeth nipped at his pulse point. 
The almost frisky lips returned to his ear, ‘you weren't too sore last time, either! 


This time, the older man's cheeks took on a delicious shade of pink, delicately colouring the creamy cheeks rose. 
The same pearly whites as before now tugged on the ear lobe, teething the shell in pursuit of a bigger 
reaction. It came when the redhead's shoulders sagged, his defiant posture melting away and pouring off of him 


like running water. He became pliable, moldable, as he succumbed. 


‘Fuck you, you're never giving in ‘til you get it, are ya? breathed Dave, but he wasn't upset. Instead a small 


smirk spread across his lips, making the corners of his shut eyes crinkle softly. 


‘You know me too well Kiko admitted, shifting closer from behind, his hips flush against Dave's round little ass 
and their bodies pressing together. ‘Not my fault, you don't make easy to resist you: 


Dave let out a long, heavy breath, his head falling back against Kiko's shoulder, almost lolling to the side as a 

sign of submission With that gesture, he allowed Kiko full access to the rest of his neck, but also the side of 
his face and his shoulder that was peering out from the sagging, loose fit black sweatshirt. The younger man 
felt his mouth water as if on cue, but wouldn't move too fast. He wanted to use the moment to its fullest, 


given they had a full hour to spend. 


Both men knew David wouldn't enter the bunk without actual permission; he'd caught them in a far too 
compromising position to ever dare try it again. And, he was modest enough to allow them their privacy even 
though, as kinky as he was, he'd probably like to stay and watch whatever they planned on indulging 


themselves in. 


As there was to be no more dancing around the subject, Kiko let his left hand come up to grab a firm hold of 


Dave's hair, yanking just a bit as he lifted it upwards, beholding the now bare nape, as pale as the rest of the 
ginger's flesh. Dave dropped his head forwards knowingly. Fine, silver gray curls sprung from the middle of that 
long neck, forming a thin trail that led up into the nest of sunset orange waves. Kiko tasted the line, his tongue 
leaving a wet trail in its wake and he felt his lover squirm at the teasing touch. He pulled back only 
momentarily before his mouth was pressed to the same spot, this time sucking it firmly, feeling the redhead 


tremble vaguely against him as he marked him with a dark crimson hickie. 


Once pleased with the final result, Kiko finished lapping the thin sheen of salty sweat off of his lover's skin. The 
younger man moved on to a new spot further down Dave's back, one hand making quick work unzipping a good 
bit of Dave's sweatshirt so it would slide halfway down his arms, getting caught at the elbow area. As it went 
down, Dave's white back was freed. The expanse of skin bared to do with as he pleased, Kiko found the first 
tiny jut that marked the beginning of the spinal cord, proceeding to mark it too as intently as he had done 


Dave's neck. The weak noises of approval reaching his ears told him he was doing something right. 


At the same time, the brunette's left hand abandoned Dave's stomach in favour of a new quest. While the 
right hand popped the little button of the older man's worn blue jeans open, the left ventured towards the 
backside. Finding the little ass, it gave one of the buns a firm squeeze, rubbing it briefly before moving on. The 
hem of the jeans now loose, it slipped beneath the fabric, and into the underwear. The cotton fabric of black 
briefs was easily stretched, and the index finger found its mark; the tiny puckered hole waiting for it. Ever so 
carefully, just in case Dave was actually sore, Kiko rubbed the very fingertip in slow circles around the 
entrance, skimming over it only once in a while. Each time it was grazed; the little hole fluttered, as if begging 


for penetration. Each time; Dave gasped, his body jolting involuntarily. 


Klko knew Dave would never admit it, but when they first found themselves together in bed, he had soon 
learnt that the redhead wasn't very dominant. He wasn't arrogant or volatile. He didn't want control, instead he 
sought to abandon it completely. It was almost never that Dave actually wanted to top; instead he seemed to 
prefer being on the receiving end. His legs wide-spread as he was fucked into oblivion. The Brazilian never 
expected it before they came to that point, but now he couldn't picture it any other way. He loved giving Dave 
what he needed, he loved seeing his satisfied smile as he languidly stretched out post sex, like a pleased cat 
who'd had the canary. It was almost endearing to know he was the only one aware to fully please the older 


man in that manner. It felt like a privilege, somehow. 
‘Meu lindo Ruivo." the younger man breathed softly, in between his warm wet kisses. 


Dave responded with little sounds of acknowledgement like ‘mhm' or ‘yeah’. It was enough appreciation, and the 
brunette let the fingertip become bolder, pressing against the rose until it blossomed for him, allowing him to 
sink the finger in up to the first knuckle, moving it only slowly back and forth. Picking his head up, his lips 
abandoning their task with a soft smacking noise, the younger man watched the reflection again, seeing the way 
his lover's mouth now hung fully open. His eyelids were fluttering and his brows were furrowed. Kiko felt the 


frontman spread his legs; eager for more than just the little tease he was recieving at the moment. 


‘Kiko... | want you.’ Dave finally admitted his voice almost distant, and heavy with lust. 


‘| want you, too. Kiko replied, nearly moaning the words. 


In a swift motion, Kiko's hand left Dave's ass and he opted to spin the older man around to push him up 
against the wall next to the window with little effort. Once again their bodies were pressed tightly together, 
gazes locking. Dave's expression was dazed, his brown orbs mulled over by the haze of desire; his expression 
positively wanton. He looked as if he might lose it any second, and the brunette felt his chest heaving against 
his own. Felt the hard bar of flesh poking against his own crotch through the layers of denim; persistently 
throbbing for release. 


Kiko ignored it just then, in favour of admiring his lover's beautiful face. He might not be youthful, his 
eyebrows might be peppered with gray. The stubble on his cheek might be snow white. The wrinkles lining his 
forehead might run deep. But his expression was so vivid, so dedicated to the here and now. To them - to 
their joining - that he found it irresistible. Found Dave to be absolutely stunning. Found him to be more vivid 


and live than any young hot blooded man or woman he had ever taken to bed. 


Giving into both of their desires, the Brazilian pressed their lips together in a searing hot kiss. It took both of 
their breaths away; teeth occasionally clashing despite its slow, passionate nature. Their tongues swirled, and 
Kiko tasted the wet hot cavern that was so undeniably Dave. A tang of mint lingered at the back of the older 
man's mouth, probably a trace of tooth paste. Kiko wanted to devour the other man whole, and took the 
opportunity to part Dave's sweatshirt with both hands, spreading it wider and it easily slipped further down. 
Now, the entire chest area was exposed, a dusting of curly golden chest hairs and perked rosy nipples on 
display. The hair made a notable line all the way down Dave's torso, past his navel and dipped beneath the 
hemline of his underwear; his jean zipper fully parted. 


Kiko's palms brushed over the chest, resting against the ribs as his thumbs rubbed the little nubs; coaxing 
them into further hardness. When they were stiff, he opted to pinch them instead. Tugging gently, he watched 
Dave's upper lip curl into the infamous Mustaine sneer; eyes squeezing shut. Dave enjoyed nipple play more 
than he would ever care to admit, but they didn't have time for as much of it as the younger man would 
have liked. When Dave's hands came up to grab ahold of his upper arms for leverage however, Kiko let him. He 


loved the way Dave clung to him, the redheads legs already buckling beneath his own weight. 


The younger man's cock was hard, as well. It proudly tented his tight black jeans, rubbing against the confining 
fabric and making him grunt whenever he shifted stance. It was time for action, he decided Pressing their hips 
together, their crotches mashed into one another, Kiko began to roll his hips. Fighting his own arousal as he 
kept the slow rocking movements, he felt Dave shudder and grind feverishly back against him. Despite the 
older man's stubborn attempts to pick up the pace, he kept the slow rhythm he'd intially set up going. 


The redhead's eyes flickered open then, a look of pure lustful desperation etched onto his face. Frustrated 
beyond belief, a near sob escaped his lips; hazel eyes actually watering. His bottom lip was quivering, and the 
hold on Kiko's arm tightened significantly. 


‘Fuck you.. y-you got me again. he hissed, although he wasn't actually upset. 


Kiko only chuckled back at him, his breath hitching as the heads of their cocks rubbed up against each other, 
the layers of fabric doing little to lessen the impact of that sensation 


‘| - I knew | would, | wanted to fuck you.. c~caralho.." groaned the brunette right back, his head tipping 
forewards. ‘| still want t-to fuck you.. 


‘Do it.. fuck, Kiko, just.. f-fuck me..' 


‘Didn't you say - you were too - sore..?" Kiko mused, a smug look crossing his features as he delivered three 
short rough strokes, watching with glee as the older man shuddered from head to toe. 


‘F-fuck.! Uhn.. nghn.. shut up.. | f-fucked you over.. f-fuck me now.’ Dave whimpered, his breath coming in 
sharp shallow puffs now, a sheen of sweat dotting his skin and glueing his wild bangs to his forehead. 


‘S-say please: 
‘F-fuck off. 


‘Nuh uh, please,’ Kiko persisted, watching as Dave crumbled with each thrust delivered until finally, the last 


piece of resistence faded. 
The breaking point was where Dave always resorted to begging and pleading. 
‘K-kiko.. uhn.. please... | just.. ah.. f-fuck me..' 


Satisfied to hear the words he'd been waiting for, the younger man nodded his head and leaned in; his lips 


purposely brushing Dave's earlobe as he whispered. 
‘Obrigado, meu lindo Ruivo. Turn around! 


Kiko stepped back once his demand was out, watching as Dave scrambled to spin around, sweaty palms against 
the wall and loose jeans hanging low enough on his hips to expose half his ass cheeks. The frontman's head 
dropped down between his arms, a rainfall of red curls cascading around his face; ass sticking out and legs 
spread far apart. The brunette had to lick his lips, the vision before him a tease sending lightning bolts of 
arousal down his spine. He fumbled for the zipper of his own too tight jeans, and hurriedly worked them open. 


Wriggling the confines down enough to free his proud erection, the Brazilian reached over for the mattress of 
Dave's bed, lifting the far end where he knew the redhead kept a hidden bottle of lube while on the road The 
cap easily popped open, and the only sound echoing throughout the room was Dave's heavy ragged breathing as 
the younger man smeared a good amount of clear, slick liquid onto the first two fingers of his left hand. 


The Brazilian worked swiftly as he used his free hand to shove Dave's pants all the way down, leaving them in 
a bundled knot around his knees, the little paper white ass on full display. Dave's legs raised goosebumps as 


anticipation swept over them both. Stepping closer, the brunette's fat cock head brushed accidentally against 
one of the globes, leaving a stripe of sticky precum behind. Using his right hand to part the buns, Kiko laid 
eyes upon the prize. The little entrance so well hidden exposed to his hungry eyes, he used his left mid and 
index finger to smear a thick layer of lube right over the hole. Dave gasped at the sensation, his hips jerking 
with the sudden unexpected stimulation. The excess lube, Kiko used to slick up his own cock, moaning as he 


closed his fist around the length. 


He gave himself a couple of hard quick pumps, feeling his balls tighten as the cool liquid quickly warmed up 
when he worked it. His own cock was burning hot, and hard as steel; ready for action. Fresh precum oozed 
from the slit at the tip; the sight of Dave shifting his weight from foot to foot in anticipation - unable to stay 


still as tiny temors passed just beneath his skin - was enough to set him into a delirious frenzy of lust. 


‘Ready. Kiko murmured, pressing up against Dave again, his cock digging into Dave's ass crack, making the 


older man mewl and nod his head vigorously. 


Holding onto his dick steadily, the younger man guided it to line it up with the twitching entrance. They'd done 
this often enough for Dave to need to actual stretching; he was more than ready to go right at it. Besides, it 
seemed Dave was no stranger to a little bit of pain, in fact he appeared to enjoy being taken that way. 


Kiko took advantage of that knowledge as he nudged the head of his thick cock against the tiny pucker, and it 
gave way without any actual resistance. Letting go of the shaft and rocking his hips lightly forwards; Kiko 
groaned as a good few inches of his length sank into Dave, the tight walls squeezing him and welcoming him as 
he slid home with a second; slightly more forceful shaft. 


Dave's breath hitched, a muttered ‘fuck leaving his lips. 


When his pubic bone lay nestled against Dave's soft ass cheeks, Kiko put his hands against the wall, one on 
either side of Dave's head. His fingers laced with the redhead's own. His chest was pressing into Dave's bare 
back, his nose buried in the silky hair at the back of Dave's head to breathe in the older man's scent deeply. 
The musky undertone of sex from previously was amplified a million times over. His cock jerked when Dave's 
walls unexpectedly clasped around him while the redhead raised one leg, standing on his tip toes to make 
himself tighter and to give his lover a better angle. Kiko took the hint when the older man pushed his ass 


backwards, his back bending in an arch. It was time to go. 


The first thrust was languid, a slow slide out and then a sharp thrust back inside. Dave gasped on impact as 
the younger man's cock was sheathed within him, and Kiko made it his goal to have Dave make a similar noise 
each time he went back in. He picked up his pace quickly, the need to get off too strong. Dave shook and 
shuddered against him, each stroke aimed so it would hit his prostate dead on. Each time Kiko managed to 
assault it; he knew that if he kept it up, his lover would cum from that stimulation alone. Perhaps with a little 
help through a bite or a husky whisper of encouragement, but still. 


‘Y-you're so.. nghn.. você é g-gostoso.. uhn.. você é - ah- to apertado.’ the brunette grunted, unable to 


silence himself as he felt the familiar pressure inside him building up; his balls pulling up against his body, his 


cock swelling and he knew he'd go off soon. 


Dave wasn't any better off, he was whimpering Kiko's name over and over as if in a mantra, holding tightly 
onto Kiko's hands. His cock was leaking like a fountain, the assault of his prostate enough to make it dribble 
heavy globs of fluid down the shaft. Some found their way into his almost copper red pubes, others dripped 
right down onto the carpeted floor to leave suspicious stains. His shoulders were shaking, his knees locked 
although his thighs strained with the effort of staying standing. He was continuously rocking back to meet the 
hard thrusts delivered, feeling the ball of heat at the pit of his belly ready to engulf him. 


Kiko growled, the muscle ache of the constant movements settling in his lower body, but he was too close to 
stop now. Everything became a blur, the sounds of slapping skin on skin as their bodies collided mingled with 
their moans and groans. Only Dave's occasional loud whimpers and whines broke the norm. All the younger man 
could feel was his lover; all he could see and taste and smell. It overwhelmed him, and he took pity of the 
redhead, one hand letting Dave's go to drop down, closing around the sticky cock it found. He began pumping for 
all he was worth, twisting his hand on the upstroke and rubbing his thumb over the head. He feelt the 
frontman's body quiver and quake in response to the ministrations. Each time he rubbed the sensitive tip, 


Dave's insides would flutter accordingly in response, more precum flowing from the slit. 


‘Merda.. uhn.. Dave.. meu Ruivo.. eu vou.! Uhn. the younger man bit down hard on the older's shoulder to 
stifle his cries as he spilled over; unable to fight back the climax and his orgasm slammed into him like a 
freight train, tasting blood on his tongue. Three more stuttering, jerking thrusts and he spilled his juices deep 
inside of his lover. 


Convulsing against him in his orgasm, practically screaming as he was filled to the brim, the sensation became 
too much for Dave as the Brazilian's hand kept milking his length through and over the edge; triggering the 
redhead's own orgasm. His walls clamped down tightly on Kiko's cock making the younger man tremble, and the 
older felt himself being carried away as ropes of cum painted the wall. Some dripped down onto Kiko's hand, 


joining the previous stains on the floor. 


When it was over, they were both reduced to trembling heaps of flesh; Kiko using the last strength he had 
left to pull out and walk them backwards. Both dropped down top of the bed sheets and the bed protested in 
response with a loud creak. Dave's face was flushed with post sex satisfaction: his bottom lip quivering and his 


inner thighs sticky with bodily fluids. 
When the Brazilian had regained the energy to move around; he raised up one elbow, watching Dave whose 
eyes remained shut in the aftermath. He looked almost as if he was asleep, so peaceful. A bright wide grin 


spread across the brunette's lips, his free hand coming up to toy affectionately with the soft red curls. 


‘How was it, meu Ruivo..? he asked softly, pressing a light affectionate kiss to the older man’s pink tinged 
cheek. 


Hazel eyes slowly fluttered open, a dazed look in them as a small, sated smile crept upon the redhead's face. 


‘Sigood. Was real nice. Mighta cured my pissy mood, m'glad you convinced me: 
‘| was hoping it would,’ Kiko confirmed, giggling quietly. 
‘| bet; came the retort, althought Dave was not the least surprised to learn the truth. 


Kiko leaned in for another kiss, this time a peck to Dave's full plump lips. The redhead responded to it before 
they parted, the frontman sniffing as Kiko's long chestnut brown strands brushed past his nose. 


‘Eu te amo,' Kiko murmured, a small blush creeping upon his face, chocolate brown orbs shyly darting between 


Dave's eyes and his own fingers which were still tangled in Dave's strawberry blonde hair. 
Dave nodded, softly humming in agreement. 


‘Mhm. | love you, Too! 


Outside, the rain appeared to be passing as the patter against the window pane slowly faded. 


